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PEPE  AND  THE  PARROT 

Once  upon  a  time,  in  the  great 
warm  mountain  land  of  Mexico,  there 
was  a  little  dog  named  Pepe.  He  had  a 
round  nose  and  a  long  stringy  tail  and 
two  great  big  ears  that  stood  straight 
out  from  his  head. 


He  belonged  to  Mamma-cita  (Little 
Mama)  and  Pappa-cito  (Little  Papa)  and 
he  lived  with  them  in  a  nice  little 
house  with  a  cool  dirt  floor  and  a  roof 
of  rose  colored  tiles. 
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In  the  garden  beside  the  house 
lived  Chica,  the  brown  nanny-goat,  and 
Porco,  the  fat  gray  pig.  All  around  the 
garden  to  keep  Chica  and  Porco  from 
running  away,  grew  a  wall  of  spiney 
cactus.  And  there  were  flowers  every-' 
where! 


Every  day  at  noontime,  when  the 
bright  sun  stood  straight  overhead, 
Mamma-cita  came  to  the  back  door  and 
called,  "Here!  Here!  Pepe!  Come  get 
your  dinner!" 

And  Pepe  came  scurrying!  He 
always  found  a  big  bowlful  of  beans 
upon  the  doorstep  and  he  ate  until  his 
little  sides  stuck  out  like  a  ball. 

He  was  the  happiest  dog  in  the 
whole  of  Mexico! 


But  one  day  Pappa-cito  came  home 
from  the  market  with  a  parrot,  a 
beautiful  red-colored  parrot  with  a 
green  tail" and  blinky  yellow  eyes.  The 
parrot  was  a  wonderfully  clever  bird. 
She  could  sing  a  little  song  like  this — 
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Poll  -  parrot 
Lo     -     ri 


is  go  -  ing  to 

ta  to    -    ca  la 


play 
mar- 


the 
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march,  The       colonel         will       shout     the       com  -  mands! 

cha,  Que  el        co       -        ro     -     nel        lo       man  -  do! 
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The     soldiers  will  march         as         stiff  as 

Asi  es         -         ta         -         va  la         mafia       -        na 
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starch, 
Cuan 


To     -     mor 
do  la 


row         past 


the  stand ! 

mar     -     cho ! 
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At     -     ten 
A  den 


tion 
tro 


cor 
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po 
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ral! 
tan! 
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At     -     ten     -     tion  ge 

A  den     -      tro  co 


ne 
ro 


ral! 
nel! 
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Tra         la,  la  la,  la  la,  la  J 

-  Tru         tru,  tru         tru,  tru         tru,  tru 


la, 

tra 

la 

la 

la 

la, 

la 

la! 

tru, 

tru 

tru 

tru 

tru 

tru, 

tru 

tru! 

(Shout  this)     Take  aim!  Fire!  To  the  war!  To  the  war! 
(Shout  this)      A  punten!  Fuego!  A  la  guerra!  A  la  guerra! 


She    could   shout,   "Viva    Mexico!" 
Mamma-cita  and  Pappa-cito  sat  and 

listened  by  the  hour! 

The   parrot  began  to   learn   other 

things  and  soon  she  could  shout,  "Here! 

Here!  Pepe!  Come  get  your  dinner!"  It 

sounded  just  exactly  like   Mamma-cita. 

And  then  poor  Pepe's  troubles  began! 


In  the  middle  of  one  morn- 
ing Pepe  went  out  on  a  mountain- 
side to  hunt  badgers. 


He  had  just  found  a  big  one 
when  he  heard  a  loud  call,  "Here! 
Here!  Pepe!  Come  get  your  din- 


ner! 
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Home  went  Pepe  as  fast  as  he 
could  go.  But  when  he  got  there 
he  found  that  it  was  not  dinner 
time  and  there  was  no  one  at 
home  but  the  parrot. 

She  cocked  her  head  and 
laughed,  "Ha,  ha,  ha!"  It  was  she 
who  had  called  him 


My,  but  that  made  Pepe  angry!  He 
went  back  to  the  hillside  and  lay  down 
underneath  a  banana  tree.  He  had  not 
been  there  very  long  before  he  heard 
someone  calling  him  again. 

"It's  only  that  parrot  again,"  thought 
he  and  he  lay  quite  still  in  the  shade  of 
the  banana  tree. 

But  after  awhile  Pepe  began  to  feel 
hungry.  "Perhaps  that  was  Mamma-cita 
calling  after  all,"  he  decided/ 
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■>  ^i;||p;  He  got  up  and  went 

gig  trotting  along  toward 

gg|  home.    He   peeped 

-|r  around  the  corner  of 

the  house  to  see  if  his 

bowl  was  at  the  door. 

Yes,  there  it  was!    But  he  was  too 

late.  Porco,  the  fat  gray  pig,  was  gobbling 

up  the  last  of  Pepe's  dinner! 


Pepe  charged  at  him,  "Bow-wow- 
wow!"  he  barked  fiercely.  "Eat  up  all  my 
dinner  will  you!" 

"Wee,  wee,  wee!"  squealed  Porco 
the  pig  and  he  ran  round  and  round  in- 
side the  cactus  fence.  Pepe  went  biting 
at  his  heels. 

Mamma-cita  came  to  the  door  to 
see  what  all  the  noise  was. 
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"Stop !  Stop !  What  are  you  doing  to 
my  pig?"  she  shouted  at  Pepe,  and  she 
caught  him  and  gave  him  a  good  scolding. 

That  made  Pepe  feel  very  unhappy. 
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The  next  day  it  was  the  same  thing 
all  over  again.  Pepe  was  out  on  the  hill- 
side chasing  a  baby  puma,  when  suddenly 
he  heard  some  one  calling, 

"Here!  Here!  Pepe!  Come  get  your 
dinner!" 


Pepe  went  scurrying  home.  But 
when  he  got  there  he  found  that  it  was 
not  dinner  time.  His  bowl  was  not  at  the 
door  and  there  was  no  one  about  but 
the  parrot. 

She  blinked  a  yellow  eye  and  laugh- 
ed, "Ha,  ha,  ha!" 

Pepe  was  angry  enough  to  burst!  He 
went  back  to  the  hillside  and  sulked. 
After  a  while  some  one  called  again. 

"It's  only  that  pesky  parrot!"  thought 
Pepe  and  he  did  not  move  from  the  shady 
spot.  But  he  grew  hungrier  and  hungrier. 


"That  might  have  been  Mamma-cita 
calling  after  all!"  said  he  to  himself  and 
he  got  up  and  galloped  home  just  to 
make  sure  that  it  was  not  dinner  time. 

Yes,  it  was!  But  Pepe  was  too  late 
again.  There  stood  Chica,  the  brown 
nanny-goat,  licking  the  last  bean  from 
the  bottom  of  his  bowl 
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Pepe  wandered  out  upon  the  hill- 
side. He  had  hardly  reached  there  before 
he  heard- someone  calling,  "Here!  Here! 
Pepe!  Come  get  your  dinner!" 

Pepe  made  for  home.  He  skidded  up 
to  the  kitchen  door  only  to  find  that 
dinner  was  not  ready.  The  parrot  had 
played  another  trick  on  him. 

There  she  sat  preening  her  feathers 
and  laughing,  "Ha,  ha,  ha!" 
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That  was  too  much  for  Pepe. 
"Gr-r-r-r!"  he  growled  fiercely  and  jumped 
for  the  parrot.  He  grabbed  her  by  the 
neck  and  pulled  her  from  her  perch. 

"Awr-r-rk!  Aw-r-r-rk!"  screeched  the 
parrot.  "Let  go!  Let  go!" 

But  Pepe  did  not  let  go.  He  shook 
that  parrot!  He  pulled  out  her  fine  red 
tail  feathers  and  rolled  her  in  the  dust! 

Mamma-cita  ran  to  the  door  to  see 
what  all  the  noise  was. 

"Stop!  Stop!"  she  shouted.  "What 
are  you  doing  to  my  parrot,  you  naughty 
dog!" 

She  grabbed  poor  Pepe  by  the  scruff 
of  the  neck,  gave  him  a  good  shaking 
and  the  scolding  of  his  life. 

Pepe  put  his  tail  between  his  legs 
and  crept  away  to  think  about  his 
troubles. 

"I  shall  not  stay  here  any  more," 
said  he  to  himself.  "I  shall  wait  until  the 
siesta  hour  and  then  I  shall  run  away.  I 
shall  run  away  and  find  a  new  home." 
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And  that  is  what  he  did.  In  the 
afternoon  when  everyone  was  drowsing 
and  dozing  and  snoozing  and  snoring, 
Pepe  sneaked  out  the  gate.  He  went 
trotting  down  the  mountain  path  to  find 
a  new  home. 


Down,  down  he  went,  Uppity  lap, 
Uppity  lap.  After  a  while,  around  a  bend 
in  the  path,  he  came  upon  a  house.  It  was 
only  a  little  mud  hut  with  a  roof  of  dried 
banana  leaves,  but  there  were  gay  flowers 
around  the  door  and  it  looked  very  cozy. 

"There  is  a  nice  new  home  for  me," 
thought  Pepe. 
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He  saw  some  women  washing 
clothes  in  a  stream  near  the  house  and 
he  bounded  toward  them  wagging  his 
tail  in  his  very  friendliest  manner.  He 
pranced  straight  across  the  nice  clean 
clothes  spread  out  on  the  ground  to  dry. 

"Stop!  Stop!"  screamed  the  women, 
"You're  mussing  our  clothes  with  your 
dirty,  dusty  paws!"  They  ran  at  Pepe  and 
chased  him  out  on  the  road  again. 

"Oh,  well,"  thought  Pepe,  "that  is 
not  the  only  house  in  the  world." 

Down,  down  the  path  he  went  and 
before  long,  he  spied  another  house.  It 
was  a  neat  pink  house  with  blue  around 
the  windows. 
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"That  is  just  the  home  for  me," 
said  Pepe  and  into  the  yard  he  boun- 
ced. He  peeped  in  at  the  door. 

An  old  man  was  busily  weaving  at 
a  big  wooden  loom.  Pepe  ventured  into 
the  room.  He  stood  in  front  of  the  old 
man  and  barked  politely. 

"What's  this?  What's  this?  A  dog?" 
cried  the  old  man  looking  up  from  his 
work. 

Pepe  pranced  around  to  show  what 
a  merry  little  dog  he  was,  and  before  he 
knew  it,  his  feet  were  all  tangled  up  in 
skeins  of  wool. 

"Carramba!"  yelled  the  old  man 
when  he  saw  that.  "You  are  snarling  my 
wool  and  I  shall  not  have  enough  to  fin- 
ish my  blanket!"  He  jumped  up  and 
drove  poor  Pepe  out  of  the  house. 


Pepe  put  his  tail  between  his  legs  and 
walked  sadly  down  the  path.  It  was  not 
as  easy  to  find  a  new  home  as  he  thought. 
He  began  to  feel  discouraged. 

But  he  happened  to  look  over  the 
edge  of  the  path  and  there  down  at  the 
foot  of  the  mountain  he  saw  a  little  town. 

"What  a  lot  of  houses!"  thought  he. 
"I'll  have  no  trouble  at  all  finding  a  home 
down  there."  He  pricked  up  his  ears  and 
kicked  up  his  heels  and  went  running 
down  the  mountain  so  fast  that  he  tum- 
bled head  over  heels  and  rolled  all  the 
way  to  the  town. 

There  were  so  many  houses  that  he 
hardly  knew  which  one  to  choose.  At 
last  he  decided  upon  a  great  house  with 
a  huge  brass  studded  door. 
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"There  will  be  plenty  of  room  there 
for  a  little  dog  like  me,"  said  he  to  him- 
self. He  sneaked  past  the  door  keeper 
and  into  a  pleasant  patio. 

The  only  person  about  was  a  man 
who  stood  upon  a  step-ladder.  He  was 
busily  painting  the  wall  a  pale  green 
color.  Pepe  ran  toward  him.  He  capered 
about  at  the  foot  of  the  ladder,  wagging 
his  tail  and  barking  hopefully. 

"Watch  out!  Watch  out!"  yelled  the 
man.  "You'll  knock  the  props  from 


under  me." 


But  he  was  too  late.  Pepe  bumped 
into  the  ladder  and  bum-a-lum  lum! 
Down  came  the  man,  ladder  and  all !  And 
the  paint  went  splashing  all  over  the  nice 
tile  floor. 


"See  what  you've  done,  you  naughty 
dog!"  bawled  the  man.  He  ran  after  Pepe 
waving  his  paint  brush. 


Out  into  the  street  again,  scurried 
Pepe.  He  tried  this  house  and  that  house, 
but  no  one  seemed  to  want  him. 

At  last,  feeling  quite  discouraged  and 
very  very  hungry,  he  wandered  toward 
the  market  place.  People  squatted  along 
the  street  with  their  wares  spread  out 
upon  the  ground.  Pepe  went  along  sniff- 
ing at  the  piles  of  onions  and  lettuce  and 
squash  and  tomatoes  and  bananas  and 
.mangoes  and  pineapples  and  cocoanuts. 
He  looked  at  the  heaps  of  blankets,  the 
stacks  of  pots,  the  piles  of  hats.  At  each 
pile  he  stopped  and  wagged  his  tail  hope- 
fully. 


But  no  one  invited  him  to  stay 
They  all  said,  "Go  away!" 
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At  last  Pepe  came  to  an  old  woman 
who  was  cooking  a  pot  of  beans  on  a 
small  charcoal  stove. 

How  nice  those  beans  smelled! 

The  old  woman  dipped  up  a  small 
bowlful  and  set  it  on  the  ground  beside 
her. 

"Perhaps  that  is  for  me,"  thought 
Pepe.  "Mamma-cita  always  puts  my  din- 
ner upon  the  ground  like  that." 

Pepe  came  closer.  He  looked  at  the 
bowl.  It  was  brown  and  blue  like  his 
own  little  bowl  at  home.  That  settled  it. 


"Yes,  I'm  sure  that  is  for  me!" 
thought  Pepe.  He  was  oh,  so  hungry!  He 
put  his  nose  into  the  bowl  and  in  less 
time  than  it  takes  to  tell  it,  he  had  eaten 
those  beans  all  up! 

When  the  old  woman  looked 
around  the  bowl  was  licked  as  bare  as  a 
bone. 

"Carramba!"  she  screamed.  "You've 
eaten  my  beans,  you  naughty  dog!" 

She  jumped  up  and  chased  poor 
Pepe  through  the  market  place.  "Catch 
him!  Catch  him!"  she  cried. 
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Lickety  split!  Pepe  went  dashing 
along.  Pots  went  crashing  and  hats  went 
rolling  and  vegetables  and  fruit  went 
flying  everywhere  at  once. 

"Catch  him!  Catch  him!"  yelled  all 
the  people.  They  jumped  to  their  feet 
and  joined  in  the  chase. 

Through  the  town  ran  Pepe  with  a 
great  crowd  shouting  at  his  heels. 

Up  the  mountain  he  dashed.  The 
path  was  so  steep  that  the  people  soon 
grew  tired  of  running  after  him.  They 
gave  it  up  and  went  back  to  their  wares 
in  the  market  place. 

But  Pepe  did  not  go  back.  Up  up 
he  went,  past  the  neat  pink  house,  past 
the  little  mud  hut  with  the  banana  leaf 
roof,  along  and  along  and  at  last  around 
a  bend  in  the  road  he  saw  his  own  home. 


Mamma-cita  and  Pappa  were  sitting 
on  the  door-step.  Chica  and  Porco  and 
the  parrot  were  there  too,  and  they  were 
all,  all  sobbing  and  crying  because  Pepe 
had  gone  away  and  they  did  not  know 
where  to  find  him. 

"Wuff!  Wuff!  Wuff!"  barked  Pepe 
when  he  saw  them.  He  ran  up  the  path 
wagging  his  tail  in  his  most  joyful  manner. 

Every  one  looked  up. 

"Oh  here  he  is!  Here  is  our  little 
dog  back  home  again!"  cried  Mamma- 
cita. 

"Baa-baa-B-A-A-A!"  bleated  Chica 
happily. 

"Wee -Wee -Wee!"  squealed  Porco. 

"Pepe!  Pepe!  Come  get  your  dinner!" 
screamed  the  parrot  joyfully. 

This  time  Mamma-cita  brought  a 
big  bowlful  of  beans  and  Pepe  ate  until 
his  little  sides  stuck  out  like  a  ball. 


Pepe  soon  learned  that  dinner  time 
was  not  in  the  morning  when  the 
shadows  were  long  across  the  garden. 


And  it  was  not  in  the  afternoon 
when  the  shadows  stretched  the  other 
way. 
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He  found  out  that  dinner  time  was  always  in  the  middle  of 
the  day  when  the  sun  stood  straight  overhead  and  there  was 
hardly  any  shadow. 

After  that  no  one  could  fool  him.  He  was  always  on  hand 
when  his  bowl  was  set  outside  the  kitchen  door.  And  everybody 
was  happy  again  in  the  little  house  on  the  great  big  mountain 
in  Mexico. 
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